THE SENILE

"Monsieur Schoudler hopes you will be able to call again this after-
noon."

"Monsieur le Baron is very sorry but he has had to go out."

"Oh, no, Monsieur! Baron Schoudler said he would meet you at the
newspaper office, not at the Bank."

After a dozen mornings of failure, after hours spent tapping the floor
of- an antechamber with his stick and turning over the pages of the
same number of Illustration^ Lulu at last came face to face with his
legal trustee.

"My dear Lucien, I don't want you to waste your time," Noel said.
"I'm afraid I shan't be able to give you much of an interview today.
There's nothing really urgent, is there?*'

Choking with rage, Lulu went off, talking to himself, gesticulating,
and making passers-by turn to look at him.

These fits of rage, which were becoming more and more frequent,
made him ill and worried him. He felt each time as if his neck were
being hit with a heavy instrument. During this period his sole moment
of happiness was when he heard of the death of his half-brother, the
General.

Robert de La Monnerie had never completely recovered from his
t second operation. The after-effects dragged on with but a few brief and
precarious moments of health. In the end uraemia set in and the
doctors could give him no hope of recovery. Lulu gave himself the
luxury of going to see the dying man in the Avenue Bosquet. The
General was half-paralysed; his left eye seemed to be permanently
turned down towards his nightshirt, to be searching for some ribbon
there, or perhaps for some last grain of dust.

"Where do you want to be buried?" Lulu asked him. "Have you
left any directions about your funeral?"

The General made no reply.

"Have you sent for a priest?" Lulu insisted, hoping thereby to be
better understood.

The General vaguely shook his head. "He doesn't react to what one
says to him; he doesn't care any more," thought Lulu. "I should have
come yesterday."

"... Polant!" the General called.

Madame Polant, who had been living in the flat, sleeping on a camp-
bed, for the last week, came into the room.

"... ographs," the General said.

She brought him a photograph-album that contained, meticulously
ordered, his whole military life, regiment on regiment, horse after
horse.

The General signed to Lulu to take one of the yellowed photographs
from between the pages. It had no relevance to any of their common
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